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The  Oregon  Coast 

FROM  PORTLAND  TO  A  SUMMER  PARADISE  IN  FOUR  HOURS 
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248  Alder  St.,  Portland,  Oregon. 


DOWN  BY  THE  BILLOWY  SEA 

to 

FROM  TORRID  TOWN  TO  OZONE-BEARING 
WAVES  OF  OLD  OCEAN  IN  4  HOURS  .  .  . 


he  Astoria  and  Columbia  River  Railroad,  annihilating  time  and  distance  with  XX  Century  transpor¬ 


tation  facilities,  carries  weary  town  dwellers  from  the  dust-laden  streets  and  sun-heated  pavements  of  Port¬ 
land  to  the  refreshing  breezes  and  restful  murmur  of  the  Sea  in  four  fleeting  hours  from  the  schedule  time  at 
which  the  rescue  train  pulls  out  of  the  Union  Depot.  And  four  fleeting  hours  they  are  indeed:  as  all  who  make 
the  transit  testify.  For  not  only  are  all  bodily  requirements  of  ease  and  comfort  ministered  to  in  its  handsomely 
equipped  carriages,  gliding  over  rails  and  road-bed  that  scarcely  vibrate  —  never  jar  —  under  their  weight,  but  the 
eye  feasts  continuously  upon  an  ever  varying  panorama  of  river,  mountain  and  valley  scenes  that  never  fail  to  charm 
the  senses  and  awaken  the  enthusiasm  even  of  a  sated  globe-trotter.  The  distance  covered  is  120  miles,  but  so  free 
from  ennui  or  weariness  of  body  is  the  entire  journey  that  the  traveler  breathes  a  sigh  of  mingled  surprise  and 
regret  when  the  journey  ends  at  the  ocean. 


Without  disparaging  the  attractions  of  other  coast  resorts  on  Pacific  or  Atlantic  waters,  it  may  truthfully  be 
said  that  for  variety  of  amusements  the  Oregon  coast  stands  unexcelled,  if  not  peerless,  from  Terra  del  Fuego 
to  Alaska. 


Here  the  pleasure  seeker  —  impatient  of  limitations  —  can  bathe  in  the  surf,  loiter  on  the  sands,  dig  for  the 
succulent  razor  clam,  net  the  elusive  crab,  east  a  fly  for  leaping  mountain  trout,  hunt  for  bear,  philosophize  in 
sylvan  groves  or  clamber  over  rugged  heights  just  as  the  fancy  seizes  him.  And  it  is  scarcely  exaggeration  to  say 
that  he  can  accomplish  nearly  all  of  these  delightful  diversions  between  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun  of  a  single 
day  —  if  he  hurries. 

Boundless  old  ocean  is  naturally  the  object  upon  which  his  eye  oftenest  delights  to  rest  until  he  feels  like 
exclaiming  with  Byron  corsair  : 

“  O’er  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea, 

Our  hearts  as  boundless  and  our  souls  as  free  : 

Far  as  the  wave  can  bear  the  billow’s  foam 
Survey  our  Empire  and  behold  our  home.” 

But  back  of  this  ocean  stretch  twenty  miles  of  white  level  sands,  fringed  with  ribbons  of  sea  weed,  seemingly  as 
boundless  and  nearly  as  attractive  as  the  sea  itself.  There  is  no  monotony  on  the  Oregon  Beach.  Back  of  this 
expansive  sand  stretches  the  picturesque  Neeanieum  river  winds  its  zigzag  path  from  far  off  mountain  source, 
widening  and  deepening  as  it  loses  itself  in  the  sea.  While  still  further  in  the  background  the  towering,  forest- 
clad  mountains  of  the  coast  range  complete  the  perfect  picture.  Following  the  sea  line  again  to  the  South  are 
jutting  capes  and  rugged  peaks,  terminating  at  Tillamook  head  and  the  lighthouse  whose  beacon  lights  are  plainly 
visible  to  beach  strollers  when  night’s  dusky  mantle  falls  upon  the  sea. 

Many  hotels,  lodging  houses  and  cottages  offer  their  hospitality  to  visitors  at  rates  of  accommodation  graded 
to  stiit  pocket  books  of  large  or  small  dimensions,  and  it  may  be  noted  as  a  rare  occurrence  for  an  Oregon 
beach  visitor  to  complain  that  he  has  not  received  full  value  in  bed  and  board  in  exchange  for  his  disbursements. 


Rainier.  A  picturesque  and  typical  village  on  the  Columbia,  with  snow-crested  Mt.  Rainier  looming  above  the  foothills  across 
the  river.  Seen  from  car  window  of  Astoria  &  Columbia  River  Railroad. 


* -  FLAVEL  _  » 

The  first  distinctive  summer  resort  reached  by  the  Astoria  &  Columbia  River  Railroad  after  leaving  Astoria, 
the  seaside  metropolis,  is  Flavel,  whose  very  name  somehow  has  a  briny  sound  to  the  ear  when  announced  by  the 
brakeman  as  the  train  comes  to  a  halt. 

Delightfully  located  at  the  mouth  of  the  Columbia,  where  river  and  ocean  meet  and  blend,  Flavel  boasts  the 
possession  of  a  handsomely  appointed  hotel  conducted  on  the  same  liberal  scale  that  characterizes  the  management 
of  hostelries  at  Long  Branch  and  other  Atlantic  coast  resorts. 

Flavel  is  the  Summer  Mecca  of  many  residents  of  Portland  and  valley  towns  who  find  here  all  the  comforts 
afforded  by  their  own  homes,  combined  with  hotel  luxuries,  an  unexcelled  table,  bracing  air,  delightful  bathing, 
excellent  fishing,  and  a  thousand  and  one  amusements  to  drive  dull  care  away. 

Bounteously  endowed  by  nature,  no  stone  has  been  left  unturned  in  adding  such  artificial  features  as  were 
deemed  necessary  to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  most  exacting  guests.  Billiard  tables,  bowling  alleys,  tennis  courts, 
riding,  driving  and  the  evening  dance  all  add  their  quota  to  satisfy  the  pleasure  hunter’s  cravings. 

And  when  these  fail,  unequaled  scenery,  glimpses  of  marine  views  and  mountain  landscapes  blended,  woo  the 
eye  on  every  side.  To  the  West  Cape  Disappointment  and  the  wide  mouth  of  the  Columbia  dotted  with  vessels  of 
all  sizes,  from  liners  and  merchantmen  down  to  diminutive  fishing  smacks,  may  be  seen.  To  the  North  lie  the 
Washington  bluffs.  To  the  East  snow-capped  St.  Helens  grimly  towers.  What  grander  scenes  could  mortal  eyes 
desire  to  gaze  and  feast  upon  ?  Surely  for  rest,  recreation  or  amusement  Flavel  amply  realizes  the  highest  ideals. 


HOTEL  FLAVEL. 


* - —GEARHART  PARK^^ - * 

Leaving  Flavel  the  railroad  winds  through  tangled  foliage  of  fragrant  undergrowth  for  twelve  miles  to  Gearhart 
Park.  This  delightful  spot  is  either  all  grove  or  all  sand  beaches  according  to  the  point  of  view.  One  moment  the 
visitor  fancies  he  is  at  some  inland  mountain  nook  and  the  next  realizes  that  he  is  in  fact  down  by  the  loud  roaring 
sea.  Delightful  contrasts  present  themselves  as  one  enters  or  emerges  from  the  magnificent  park  for  which  this  resort 
is  noted. 

Here  too,  a  finely  constructed  modern  hotel  opens  hospitable  doors  for  the  summer  sojourner,  and  places  a  number 
of  cozy  vine  embowered  cottages  at  the  disposal  of  those  who  desire  solitude  and  seclusion.  The  sea  waves  beat  on  no 
safer  beach  than  that  at  Gearhart.  No  lives  have  ever  been  lost  in  the  surf  here  and  this  immunity  from  peril  contributes 
largely  to  the  enjoyment  of  bathers.  Gearhart  Park  has  a  coterie  of  faithful  votaries  and  many  of  the  same  faces  may  be 
seen  annually  on  the  broad  hotel  piazzas,  loitering  through  the  shady  grove,  or  dawdling  idly  on  its  shingled  beach. 
Once  visited,  its  attractions  draw  the  pilgrim  again  and  again  to  its  shrine. 


HOTEL  GEARHART. 

GEARHART  PARK  STATION. 

Situated  in  a  delightful  grove,  immediately  ou  the  ocean  beach.  Magnificent  ground  for  golfing,  lawn  tenuis 

and  other  out-door  sports. 


SEASIDE 


★ 


* 


Still  another  brief  jaunt  behind  the  horse  of  steel  and  Seaside,  the  present  terminus  of  the  road,  stands  revealed. 
A  permanent  settlement, —  a  little  shore-line  hamlet,  has  been  established  here  for  many  years  and  the  combination 
of  permanent  village  and  transient  summer  resort  somehow  makes  Seaside  more  democratic  in  its  ways  than  any 
other  point  along  the  shore.  Its  habitues  dress,  act  and  conduct  themselves  according  to  individual  tastes  and 
fancies,  although  always  ready  to  unite  for  concerted,  mutual  entertainment.  Natives,  plain  campers  in  sweater  and 
homespun  and  city  fashionables  in  fine  attire,  all  meet  on  a  common  level,  blending  in  pleasing  harmony  at  the 
bathing  hour  or  beach  bon-fires,  and  seemingly  find  enjoyment  in  the  contact. 

Here  the  beautiful  Neeanicum  river,  already  referred  to,  empties  into  the  sea.  From  a  narrow  mountain 
stream  it  grows  wide  and  deep  at  its  mouth,  affording  fine  opportunities  for  boating  and  fresh  water  bathing  which 
are  eagerly  seized  upon  by  devotees  of  aquatic  sports. 

The  Neeanicum  is  verily  an  institution  at  Seaside.  Its  uses  are  manifold.  Huge  crabs  make  their  way  into 
the  river  with  the  tides  only  to  be  trapped  in  dip-nets  or  lured  to  race  suicide  by  chunks  of  beef  at  one  end  of  a 
string  and  a  small  boy  at  the  other.  Living,  they  afford  excellent  sport  ;  defunct  and  boiled  scarlet,  and  subse¬ 
quently  treated  with  oil,  vinegar  and  other  condiments  they  become  a  joy  to  epicure  and  novice  alike  in  the  shape 
of  salads.  Further  up  the  Neeanicum,  where  the  stream  narrows  almost  to  a  brook,  little  cozy  corners  are  formed 
at  bends  where  whispering  lovers  endlessly  repeat  the  sweetest  story  ever  told,  or  so  they  deem  it.  And  again, 
beyond  the  lovers,  lie  the  trout  holes.  To  these  in  the  early  morning  stealthily,  alone  or  in  couples,  hie  the  disciples 


LOCKSLEY  HALL 

SEASIDE 

Situated  in  a  delightful  pine  grove  overlooking  the  ocean.  Best  of  accommodations.  Beach  clam  bake  every  Saturday  night.  Music 

during  dinner  hour.  Carriage  meets  all  trains.  Special  rates  to  families. 


HAYSTACK  ROCK 

of  Isaac  Walton,  eacli  sportsman  intent  on  steal¬ 
ing  a  march  on  his  fellows  and  securing  the  best 
locations.  Yet,  given  skill,  there  is  no  need 
for  such  competition.  The  Necanicum  teems 
with  sufficient  speckled  trout  to  supply  all 
comers.  The  art  of  wooing,  as  with  the  lovers, 


is  all  that  is  needed  to  get  them  on  a  string.  Summed  up,  as  was 
written  earlier  in  this  review,  the  Oregon  beach  affords  more  diversi¬ 
fied  means  of  killing  time  and  making  existence  a  “thing  of  beauty 
and  a  joy  forever  ”  than  any  other  seaside  resort  so  far  reported. 


j 


YOUNOS  RIVBB  FALLS 


THE  GRIMES 

SEASIDE 

The  only  Hotel  located  immediately  on  the  btach  affording  a  magnificent  view  of  the  ocean  from  the  dining  room  and  parlors. 

Terms  reasonable. 


1.  The  Crescent.  2.  Bathing  at  Seaside.  3.  Bathing  at  Gearhart  Park. 
Three  little  gems  that  make  One  long  to  sniff  old  ocean’s  briny  breezes. 


SEASIDE  HOUSE 

Situated  in  an  open  lawn  on  the  banks  of  the  Necanicnm.  Fishing,  Surf  Bathing  and  Out  door  Sport*  right  at  the  door. 

Terms  reasonable. 


Salt  reduction  pit  at  Seaside,  where  Lewis  and  Clarke  reduced  sea  water  to  salt  for  their  supply  in  1805. 


Boat  House-On  the  Neeanieum  at  Seaside.  Just  the  thing  for  rowing,  crabbing  and  moonlight  floating-in  pairs. 


Bathing  hour  at  Seaside.  Hundreds  of  men,  women  and  children  invade  the  realms  of  Neptune  and  enjoy  their  experience. 


A  glimpse  of  the  Necanicum-delightlully  adapted  to  lovers  and  trout  fishers,  who  dispute  its  possession 


Another  view  of  the  Necanicum  in  front  of  the  Seaside  Hotel.  Whole  wagon  loads  of  speckled  beauties  with  fins  are 

caught  here  every  summer, 


f* 


This  is  the  way  they  look  out  of  their  element.  Three  happy  Nimrod*  trying  to  look  as  it  the  catch  didn’t 

amount  to  much. 


Cottages  at  Gearhart  Park.  Cozy  little  summer  homes  whose  occupants  can  enjoy  or  escape  society  at  their  pleasure. 


Campers  Grove  at  Seaside.  Many  happy  love  matches  result  from  romantic  meetings  during  the  camping  season  here. 


Arch  Cape—  near  Tillamook  Head.  Not  fashioned  by  man,  but  evolved  by  nature  in  some  unknown  century. 


Rugged  and  fantastic  rocks  at  Tillamook  Head  where  geologists  often  use  their  little  hammers. 


Sea  Lion  Rocks.  Where  the  frisky  sea  lions  repose  at  ease  and  laugh  at  man’s  efforts 

for  their  extermination. 


Light  House  at  Tillamook  Rock,  whose  beacons  have  saved  many  staunch  ships  and  imperiled  sailors. 


Three  views  of  Necanicum  River  at  Seaside,  Oregon. 


Home  of  the  Sea-gulls.  A  series  of  rocks  projecting  from  the  ocean,  where  sea  fowl  hold  their  conventions. 


trirrmnmujmnn 


“The  Trap”  holds  the  story  of  an  early  day  shipwreck  in  which  the  entire 


crew  perished  in  an  attempt  to  reach  shore. 


Astoria  Harbor  during  the  annual  regatta.  “Around  the  World  ”  travelers  say  that  the  marine  views  duriug  this 

event  are  unequaled  elsewhere. 


* - =^LONG  BEACH,  WASH.= - * 

Parties  desiring  to  visit  this  popular  resort  will  find  it  very  convenient  to  use  the  trains  of  the  A.  &  C.  R.  R. 
between  Portland  and  Astoria  ;  at  the  latter  point  close  connections  are  made  with  the  Steamer  Potter  of  the  O.  R.  &  N. 
Co.  and  Steamer  Nahcotta  of  the  I.  R.  &  N.  Co.  for  Ilwaco  on  all  I.  R.  &  N.  Beach  resorts. 

Beach  Excursion  Tickets  are  sold  at  Portland  by  the  Oregon  Railway  &  Navigation  Co.  and  the  Vancouver 
Transportation  Co.  that  are  interchangeable  and  good  on  the  trains  of  Astoria  &  Columbia  River  Railroad  Co.  between 
Astoria  and  Portland.  Visitors  can  also  secure  tickets  at  the  agencies  of  A.  &  C.  R.  R.  at  Portland  for  Long  Beach 
points  good  on  the  steamers  of  the  lines  mentioned  for  return  passage.  No  extra  expense  for  transfer  of  baggage 
at  Astoria. 


